"A"                                                INDIAN
D------, "to offer humbly a suggestion, I would say
that whatever the Principal knows will be right, of
course, but knowledge for a Principal is not fit for
vulgar ears. Sauce for the gander, Mr. Principal, is
no good for the goose."
Well, there was nothing more I could do about it.
By lunch time I had got over my feeling of horror
and hatred, and told Mary (for she was bound to
hear sooner or later) that I had found a cobra in my
commode.
But I am glad to have this record: it can go into
my private file. I may want it before I leave India.
Shall I ever leave India? I sometimes think that that
is the dominant fear of all white men here, not the
fear of sudden death, not the fear of a ruined liver,
but the fear that one day they may be buried in this
soil, to be white flesh rotting in this red-brown
earth.
My father had thirty years of it, and got out.
Will the luck hold for another generation?
There shall not be a third, if I have anything to do
with the fate of my children. No child of mine shall
come out and monkey with this land.
We've been here a hundred and fifty years; and
what has it all been worth? We've never even
established the legality of our tenure to the Hindu
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